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FROM THE ROOF ToP

OMETHING within the t_lrlnk-
S sodden man fluttered and woke
at the first brisk chirrup of

the firing.

He had been prone and inert, a leg
up the soft cushlons and tapes-
tries, under the silken green awning
that throw' a purple oasis of shade
in the universal glare of bilter Af-
ghanistan sunlight that pervaded the
ochire-colored roof tops. Somewhere
in the remote distance, and muffled
and swaddled by the deodars, a sin-
gle rifle had gone off “pip-pop.” He
had shifted in his coma at that sound.

Another rll'lv had shattered the
clarified silence of these austere hills.
Before its echioes had stopped, a full-

throated smash of firing had an-
swered il. Into the clear air there
began to rise the long, drawled throb
of hand-beaten drums. .

The man thrust his elbow deep
into the effeminate cushions and
hoisted his body aloft. e was a
powerful man with a torso that was

big and strong, in spite of the over-
laying obesity and flabbiness bulg-
ing his exotic and Oriental trapping

[ silk. The face under the mat of |,
of 8! o " He had cold-shouldered the British,

Then, oh, yes, he remembered *

fair hair was large and it might
have been sirong also, if the man
had so willed. The jaw was firm and
well modelled. The mouth, loose and
weak, overweighted that firmness.
The nose and features had power.
The bagginess and dissoluteness of
the heavy, bllefilled eyes, counter-
acied that power. The skin had &
molst and unwholesome sleckness
that not even the man's brownness
cancelled. The face was the face
of a man who had surrendered ell
s gifts and powers to gratify his
That hbody bore out the
truth conveyed by tha face. It was
a fine body, a soldlerly body become
Eross.

As the man resied on his elbow
the thrall of indulgence was still
upon him. It held his soft hody eap-
tive. It held his wits amused, fud-
dled. But somewhere in that choaa
of bemused instinct a spark of soul
had been kindled by the sound ot
firlng. The man hung there hesotted,
feebly and ceaselessly licking with
a dry tongue dryer lips, but in his
dull eves there was a faint glimmer
of aleriness.

The drumming throbbed up and
up to him from out the huge mnd
swinging valley below the house. It
was muffled and muted by the firs
and deodars that stood beneath the
house, hetween it and the valley.
Weaving in and out of the drum-
beats was the thin, keen pipe of men
shouting. ’

Presently firing began to PABB
backward and forward from the dis-
tance to the remole distance. Tt
was a crackling and sharp-splitting
reverberating, as though n musket
had been fired between rocky eliffs.
Now it was as single emphatic ham-
mer strokes,

It went on loosely, incoherently for
a minule or two. Abruptly it
focussed in a tearing burst. The
drums throbbed up to clamor. The
shouting swelled up in menace,

Then, like the volce of order.a new
sound slashed out. It was a sudden
bursting detonation of many rifles
speaking at once, and apeaklﬂg to-,
gother. It smashed off, onq-—t.w:r—
three, 1t was like the steady beat of
& metronome.

The listening debauche nu:plwd
licking his lips. His face became
strained and fixed. He listened
tensely. i

“Volley = firing,"” he
“Volley firing!”

In spite of his gorgeous, Oriental
clothes, the whole exotic Buggestion
of his Afghan surroundings, the man
was an Englishman, ana JE had
Bpoken in Englisn.

He hung listening for a space, the
bemusged look slowly thinning before
his new intentness. He made no
movemenl. The beat-beat-beat of
the drums increased. It worked up
crescendo, ke a theme of sgome
diabolical music. The shouting be-
came plainer, harder, more evil, The
clock-llke smaghes of the volleys
gtopped every now and then; always

whispered.

when they restarted, they were
nearer, But they were always clock-
like, They never grew ragged. They
never grew flustered,

The man Hstened to them as
though they conveyed (o him a
peculizr meaning. Once he nodded
his head.

“The fellow who's handling those
men knows his trade,” he whispered

to himself. He nodded as though
clinching an argument. He eould
give that judgment with certainty,
At one time, before this, before he
had gold hig caste—his race, his
honor for this softness, this self-
gratification—he had _known that
trade. He had been a soldier.

When the firing had come very
near indeed, another and newer
#ound jJolned its tumult.  Abruptly
there jumped out a short, sullen
shock of explosion. Something like
a man beating a carpet with a stick

but louder—much. On top of it an-
other. The man pressed both hands
backward into the ylelding cushions.
He straightened his arms and sat
upright. i

“Guns!” he muttered. “Guns!”

He stayed there for a moment pull-
ing his drink-bemused faculties to-
gether.  “Guns,” he told hime.if,
“that means a bigger engage » :nt—
guns.” He (ried to recollect why
guns should be at work here in
Afghanistan. His brain was working
in a disjointed manner. Certain
things he remembered, the rest was
& wooliness that he cou'd not disen-
tangle.

He recollected drenmilfr that unce
—he did not know how long ago—he
had predicted trouble. Not for him-
relf. becausa he no longer tock an
iaterest In these things—not warth
it—but trouble for Afghanistaun.
He'd had an argument with ¥ruiz,
the fat sheep owner, or it might
have been one of the women, anv-
how, he'd said there. would be
trouble. The Russians, he recalled
that, had been trying to get in with
the Amir, and Sher All was shifty.

too.
that, they had killed some one, a
police officer. Cavagnarl, wasn't 1t?
He had known Cavagnarl a little in
the old "life, before he got Into
trouble down there in Indla. A very
decent man, Cavagnarl.

He remembered distinetly saying
there'd be trouble then. It was a
bad business. But, of course, It was
nothing to do with him. He had
glven up all those things, stepped
aside years ago. He had gono his
own way. He had chucked tha old
life—turned Mohammedan—read the
Koran, bowed to the East and all
that—for what it mattered—and had
lived a life he liked. Still, ha had
sald that the Afghans must expect
trouble,

Ag he sat there, other disconnected
whiffs of memory drifted into his
head. Wasn't it one of the women
who had said the British were up at
Kabul; had smashed Sher All, had
fortifled the place, and were now out
and about fighting the tribea? He
‘remembered there had been fighting.
Me had heard it in the dlstance: the
long and secret mutterings of the
guns. That was the explanat'on.

The women hadn't told Lim,
naturally Nalda wouldn't let 'em do
that. Nalda was afrald, afraid she'd
lose him, the puss, afraid he'd get ex-
cited; and then the Afghans, alwaya
suspiclods because they thought a

white man couldn’t change his spots

—rot that—would kill him,

Still he had heard. He had heard
them chattering, He'd been having
the usual evening and was lying
down, only he hadn't been as far
gone as they supposed—and he’d
heard. He hadn’t heard much be-
cause he'd given up all those things,
didn’t excite himself about them any
longer, so he hadn't paid attention.
But he'd heard enough.

The valley was diapered in an ex-
quisite manner by the irrigation ter-
races and the orchards and patches
of cultivation that clothed these ter-
races. The Irrigation nullas ran
through these patches Ilke the out-
_ line of some richly intricate and irre-
sponsibly involved design. The floor
of the valley was like an enamel

jewel, little blobs and lozengea of
vivid color being contained by the

convoluted outline of the irrigation
cuts. Toward the end of the valley
the ground was clearer, naked,

From slde to side of this clearad
space moved a thices and sohd line of
advancing men. ‘T'he en=s of this
extraordinary line were two miles
apart. The moving mass pust have
contained at least 10,000 souls.

The big man drew himself a liltle
nearer to the opening in the tent.
His interest flickered up. He was
like an Emperor of Rome suddenly
confronted with a spectacle organ-
fzed to surprise and to please him.
His jaded and calloused senses
quickened, even through the atrophy
begot of indulgence.

As  he looked, pickets, leading
bunches of saddled horses, trotted
into view on the left and right. They
came from under the trees of an
orchard, and went forward several
hundred yards, They wheeled about
and walted. At their heels there
broke oul of the trees four long
teams, with four exquisite little guns
rocking at the heels of the teams.
The horses trotted forward daintily,
prettily. The guns rolled forward in
delicate, yet easy pomp. Every trace
was taut, everything as exquisite as
on the parade ground; the men were
sitting their horses like statues.

The four beautiful teams swung
into vislon from under trees, swung
out of vision under trees. The man

on the roof let his breath whistle
through his teeth in appreciation.

“Pretty,” he muttered. “Protty.
The fellow in command cortainly
does know his job.” He remembered
the empty limbers, * “Horse Artillery
~—~wonder whoae lot they are?"

Under ‘the trees from whence the
guns had come rose the crisp,
mechanical smashes of the volleys.
The smoke of the discharge boiled
out from under the leaves and rose
through the branches In razy scarves
and balloons of milk-colored mist.
Presently through the trunks men
appeared, walking slowly. They
wera working their way steadily
backward in good order. They
paused to fire calmly, deliberately,
as they moved.

The most considerable body of men
was that to the right. The watcher
picked out the uniform and the color
of the faces; they were Britishers
and Lancers, Those on the left were
natives, Bengalis—and Lancers, too.
Like the British Lancers they were
dismounted and using their carbines.
What astounded the watcher was
the smallness of the force. There
were less than 300 men, and they
-were opposed to thousands, possibly
tens of thousands.

The watcher on the roof began to
grow feebly excited.

“They'll be wiped out,”
tered. “Wiped right out.” He raised
himself on his elbows to see the bet-
ter., His old soldierly Instincts re-
asserted themeelves. “Some fool has
made a mistake,” he muttered. “A
rotten bad mistake. They'll be
wiped out."

He did not know, he could not
know, but, as a matter of fact, no
one had made a mistake. The force
beneath him, General Massy’s, had
been moved out by General Roberts
from Kabul, to help, with another
and stronger force, break up a com-
bination of various scattered bands
of Afghans and ghazis. These bands
threatened to gather together, and,
under the latest of the Amirs pre-
tending to the throne of Afghanistan,
Mahomed Jan, menace Kabul. Gen-
eral Masay should have, by this time,
formed a conjunction with the
sironger column, General Macpher-
son's, Owing to several things a de-
lay in Macpherson’s start and the
rapldity of the Afghan advance, the
conjunction had not been made, and
Massy had to face the great army

alone with his hopelessly inadequate
force,

The situation of the little force
was desperate, yet even the watcher
on the roof did not know that so des-
perate was it that the keenest and
quickest brain in the Indian army,
General Roberts, had himegelf gal-
loped out from Kabul to endeaver,
by all the resources of his genlus. to
save the day.

Genoral Roberts had perceived at
one glance, trivial though the skir-
mish seemed, it held in its balance
the safety of the whole of the Brit-
ish force in Afghanistan. Let the
Afghans break through to the heights
above Kabul, and Kabul might be
rushed before the garrisons could
pre pare. Let Kabul be rushed, and
the British rule in Afghanistan would
be swept away utterly.

The guns and the covering cavalry
had come out in the open plain now.
The guns had swung about and were
thumping off steadily. The men
moved about their pleces with
mechanical zest, collected, fell back
and fired w"; unflurrled regularity;
collected, fell back and fired again.

“Oh, good men,” ‘whispered the
man on the roof. “Good! Good!"

He was panting a little with ex-
citement. His labored breath came
wheezily through his rusty throat.
His pulse had quickened. He wasn't
an Englishman, of course, now. And
a1l these things didn't interest him
much. He'd washea nia Nands of
them. Still—still it was good work,
capable work, soldier work. All that
had been good, soldierly in his past
welled up within him, pushed back
his drink stupor, warned his dull
brain. He was not an Englishman
now, still—-

Presently he heard what they could
not hear down there on the plain, a
flurry of shooting- over by the wil-
lage of Deh-I-Mazang. He looked
toward it. He saw a thin reck of
smoke hanging over the gorge by the
village, and nothing else. Then
through a burst of open ground cata-

pulted a tiny horseman, his horse's
legs going llke india rubber. The
man on the roof nodded. He saw

wisdom in this, Some one was go-
ing into Kabul to raise the alarm.
That was good, especially as they
hadn't hit him.

In a moment he frowned. He re-
membered that stream of running
men who had left Bhagwana village
for the gorge. The gorge was the
only road to Kabul—the only way out
of the valley. A single 'horseman
might get through the ombushed
Afghans, but would a force of guns
and cavalry get through? He
frowned. This looked like bad busi-

ness. Even his dullde wits told him
it was bad business. If the guns

and cavalry fighting in the valley he-
low tried to retire through the gorge
before troops from Kabul had shifted
the ambushed Afghans, then—then
= they would be wiped out: right out.

he mut-’

i

It was & bad buaﬁ_;eu.

Some one
ought to tell our

+ about It.

The thought troubled him, Irritated
them as an insistent fly might irri-
tate a sleeping fy. Someone
should warn our chaps down below:
prevent 'em from retirlng through
the gorge. Some one should do it.
It was none of his business, besides,
he couldn't interfere, it would mean
unpleasantless for him. Yet some-
one should

The thought tormented him. He
tried languidly to brush it AWay as
he would try to brush away a fly.
He moved his mind from it and
looked again at the battling of the
little British force. i

He was very much annoyed to see
that ;hat force was even now retir-
ing. Two of the guns and their sup-
ports were [alling back. Like a lyric
moment of music, a gout of horse-
men abruptly separated itself from
the British troops and flung at the
flushed and advancing Afglians. The
horsemen swept forward in a curve
like a sickle. There was a flashing
and tumultuous impetuosity in their
charge. The sun flamed on them
and over them as they went, and
their lance heads blazed. Up to him
came the staccato drumming of the
pounding hoof-beasts and the roaring
of men. The lancers flashed straight
at the Afghan host. They went into
them with a shock. He heard the
crash even up there. There was a
whirl of dust, of horses, of men, of
arms. There was a worrying of
fighters engaged in life and death
struggle, the flare and banging of
jingals, the flame lght of great
knives catching the sun. Then like
a perfect machine the cmalry
wheeled and came out again sw ing-
Ingly. -

Excitement had burst up in the
sodden man. He had beat with his
fists on his silken cushions.

“Fine,” he had breathed, “Fine,
fine, oh, fine;" Weak, sentimental
tears ran out of his eyes down his
soft cheek. “Well done! Britain.
Well done! Lancers,” he snlvelled.
It touched him poignantly., If he had
slayed on down there in India, it
they hadn't kicked him out because
of certain thinga that had happened
to him in the Indian quarter, he
would have taken part in movements
llke that, He would have led
charges. A wave of maudelin senti-
mentallsm engulfed him. He snivelled
drunkard’'s tears,

Presently he muttered.

“No good, though. No good at
all. Plucky, 'specially to go slap at
'em Iike that over that nulla'd
ground. But no good at all.” He
nodded his head with sorrowful wis-
dom. “They've got te retire before
a force like that, I thought they'd
have to retire—and they'll be cut to
pleces.”

He frowned again as he thought of
that ambush in the gorge. He trled
to put the idea away. He ocould not
put It away now. That charge had
started something working inside
him. It was no good telling himself
that it didn't matter, that he had
finished all that sort of thing—was
out of {t. He was remembering that
he was—had been—and Englishman,
and there were Englishmen below
him. He was remembering he had
been a cavalryman and there were
cavarymen below him.

And these Englishmen, these
cavalrymen, were going to be anni-
hllated, It they retired through the
Korge, and some omne ought to tell
them,

Below him they were actually re-
tiring. The cavalry had tallen back,
the guns hall fallen back, although
one gun remained grotesguely, a
thing of wild angels, stuck helplessly
in a water-cut, The whole force was
retiring. The man on the roof grew
irritated as a god might grow irri-
teted at the thoughtless and stupid
actions of helpless men.

“No, no,” he muttered. *No, not
retire. Best fall back on Bhagwana
village, and hold on thers. Hold on
until supports come froms _Kabul.
Best do that. Sllly, silly fools, why
don’t you do that?” He was very
angry, as only a half sober man can
bo very anér_v.

His reason asserted itself.

“Still, of course,” ha muttered,
“they don't know. They don't know.
Bhagwanna's emply. Someone ought
to tel! 'em.”

He grew more {rritated, angry
with the members of that midget,
bulldog plucky British force. They
bad put him in a false position.
When he sald that someone ought
to tell 'em, that stupid, tactless
emotloual centre, his consclence, had
immediately retorted that he was the
only onoe to tell them. He was the
only one who knew,

"That {rritated him, It wasn't fair
to him. It wasn't even logical, He
wasn't English any longer. English-
men, even didn't want him to be
Jnglish any longer. After that affair
of the women's cantonmen.s they had
kicked him odt. He had wished his
hands of them. He had dose with
the race. 8till, there were i 'wn of
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(An Afghan War Story)

chaps below

‘like sober words of command.

a race that was—had been his roce—
down there, and they would be anni-
hilated unlees someone warned them.
Someone friendly—and he was the
one friendly soul in all that valley—
the only one. He knew It and cursed
himself for knowing it

The force was retiring In the im-
perturbable manner of British forces,
The crackling carbines beat a coldly
contemptuous deflance into the over-
excited, over-eiated mass of Afghans
and grazis. The volleys were level,
The
British were retiring, but they were
using their own method of retire-
ment. They were golng to be wiped
out, but they were going to be wiped
out with the dignity and circum-
stance of a great natlon.

The man on the roof glowed at the
splendld valor of it. His soitness,

“his appetite for luxury, ease, inertia,

soft and sensual living fought that
kindiing glow. He ought to warn
that force, he alone could, and it
would be easy—he had only to climb
on to one of his fast horses below,
and the thing was done.

But “it's too much,” he muttered,
“too much. It'll mean my death.
The Afghans will kil: me. It'll be
the end of all this, &ll that I Jove—
Naida—my happiness here—all."”

He wept a little again. Too much
was being put on him. It was nat
fair.

The cavalry and guns below him
went back steadily. There was no
doubt about it, to his mind. They
were \making for the gorge by the
viilage of Deh-I-Mazang, and making
for death.

The jewel-hllted dagger fell from
a fold of his sllken robe and clat-
tered to the hard surface of the roof.
The two women turned and stared at
the man.

Last night's orgy had weakened
him. He took a step forward, his
knees slacked under him, and he
nearly fell. He stood still, rocking
gently, trying to command his
flaccid muscles to order. He lboked,
blinking, at the two women. They
stared with their bright, unwinking
eyes at him. He thought, dully, how
bright and sloe-like those big eyes
were, how full of gem-like lustre:
and, like a gem, how hard and crue]
they might be.

He made another step forward and
stood trembling. He was not yet
master of his limba. The younger,
the more exquisite of the women,
came forward to him with a flowing
movement as exquisite as herself.

“Jan,” she said (his name had been
John), “Jan, what troubles thee?"

He blinked at her as he stood
swaylng. He told himself that he
would have to be very crafty with
Naida. 1t she guessed she would
stop him, and the British would be
massacred, He adopted the harsh
tone of a Mohamedan addressing
his womankind.

“Out of my way, woman," he gald,
thickly. “I go into the house.”

The woman smiled at him, smiled
with haer Mps, but nossvith her bright,
keen eyes. She was a tall woman
and a beautiful one. She had a lithe
and Payche-llke grace. Her robes
clung about her, exhibiting the aplen-
dor of her slim and flowing lines,
the firmness, the flexible vigor of
her pliant and budding sexhood.
The flesh of her fragrant bare arms,
of her warm, rich throat, of her deli-
cate face, was of the texture of satin.
Tt was soft, redolent, glowing with
the warm blood of splendid health
and splendid youth, beneath the
glow of her warm russet skin. Her
features were sensitive, quick and
fragile. They were ag enchanting as
things of porcelain. They were full
of the ‘sleepy arrogance, the pas-
slonate yet reticent allure of the
high-bred Jewish type. Her eyes be-
neath the long, curved lashes were
deep wells of sloe-black mystery:
her mouth was soft and very red.

An Intoxicating and exquisite

‘oman. The Englishman's will be-&
came fluld before this exotic beauty.
‘He'd have to give up Naida if he
went down to the British. He'd
never see her again, It was asking
too much—too much, i

The volley firlng that had been
quiet for some momentd smashed
out again. He pulled himself to-
gether. No, there were moments
when & man must not weaken before
women—moments when he must rise
above love. He took another step
forward.

“T go below. Out of my wny v
his thick voice mutterea. :

The woman stepped up to him.
Her arm went about his shouider.
The subtle perfume of her garments
crept into his nostrils—stung him,
weakened him.

“The sun is at thy head, my lord,”
she whispered in her ivory volce.
“Have & care, light of my existence.”
To be in the sun is to be In danger.”

The Englishman leaned ‘- against
the woman, His senses sang at the
allure and loveliness of her, as they
had aiways sung. He pansed, wreat-
Jing with his senses.

“To be in the sun is te be in dan-
ger,"-she had gald, and he had under-
stood. He had not lived amongst the
metaphor-speaking, the symbol-lov-

'them and thelr victims.

ing Afghans all these years for noth-
ing. Naida understood what was in
his mind. She knew what It woulq
mean to him—to them—for she
would suffer {f he suffered, hs
Afghans did not vent thelr hate by
halves. She had warned him, She
feared as he feared Parhnps she
was right.

An uproar of trlumphant shouting
from the Afghans swung up out of
the valiey. It pricked him like. a
spur. He pushed the woman.

“Out of my way!" he shouted,

fiercely. “Out ot m,v way!"” He
swung forward.
“Ayesha,” shrilled Nalda. The

other woman, like a cat, slipped
across the roof. She vaunished down
the roof trap. The door of the trap
cane down with a bang. The Eng-
lishman heard the bolts shoot home.
His way was cut off.

It was a clever act on Nalda's part,
but in a way It was also a mistake.
With the rattie of the bolts the last
shred of hesitation went from the
Englishman. In that desperate act
he saw how desperate must be the
situation of the British force, and he
knew now that he must save it. The
coiling fumes of luxury and softness
and drunkenness slipped from his
brain. 'His body was weak; his
mind, however, was of astonishing
clarity. He was golng to save the
Britleh force and he would need all
hie wits to save fit.

They stood facing each uther still,
the woman and he. The woman was
looking at him; her iids had dronped
over her eyes, but the glitter of the
puplls underncath bellad the seduc-
ticn of the glance. He glanced ahout
him, his movements duil, his mind
keen. He had to warn the British.
How was he to do t?

He turned about slowly and walked
back to the shelter of the silken tent.
bis mind groping for ideas. Naida
moved softly, sllkenly, hy his side.
With shuffling gait he went to the
tent. His foot kicked the jewelied
dagger. Nalda bent and lifted it
ft{)m before his light-shod feet. She
looked up, laughing, In that graceful
and exquisite pose. But he did not
loock at her. He dropped to his
knees on the cushiong and his han.s
fumbled awkwardly amidst them.
Naida knelt by his side, looking at
him.

In & minute he put his left hang
out and held open the silk of the
tent where he had slit it. Below him
the fizht had quickened and he eaw
he had no time to lose. The Afghans
swarmed and rushed at the Iitile
British band. They were menacing
them with a flurry of dashes. The
battle smoke and dusL boiled and
seethed about them until they
looked ilke demons in the midst of
hell. Now they were right up to the
retiring force, and thelr great and
evll knives flamed as they rose (o
slash. Now they held back, and a
blank open space appeared hetween
The British
moved back steadlly. The flare of
their volleys biasted Into all rushes
with frigid and godlike zeal. They
were unbowed and undismayed. A
fine and plucky race—and death was
waliting ready to pounce upon them
at thelr backs.

All this the Englishman on the
roof saw in a quick-lung glance.
Then Naida put her hand out and
pulled the slik together.

“Away, woman,” gnarled the Eng-
lishman, and he swore.

“Oh, my master and my lord,”
whispered Naldd, “it 1s not good (o
look.” She held the silk tight against
his fluttering hands. With a sur-
prising effort the Englishman put out
all his strength and puiled. The
whole wall of silk fell away and
upon them, and the biting ‘sunlight
blazed In.

Naida uttered a low ery and be-
gan to free her head with her jeft
hand from the clinging folds of the
tent. The Englishman's head was
clear, though the silk enwrapped his
shoulders. He remained pagsive. He
drew from under the cushions his
right hand. A sword of light started
into the air as his hand came free,
In his fingers shown the burnished
and glittering surface of Naida's
metal mirror.

The woman wag stild struggling,
but he did not heed her. He angled
the mirror this way, that way, until
it caught the full Impact of the sun's
light. He began to move it jerkily,
but steadily. Flick-flick-flick went a
column of vivid light through the
gap in the trees, over the heads of
the retiring British force.

The man on the roof top had re-
membered he had been a soldier.

Steadlly, as if In a dream, ha
fiicked the beam down over the
British force. He did this several
timeg to attract attention. Then he
held it rigld, the =sun beating
straight out from’it, in the regulation
call.

Naida had freed herself from the
tent. She bent her soft, strong body
toward him.

“My tord,"” she whispered.
lord.” '

“Who—are—you?”" spelt the Brit-
ish hello.. “Who—are—you?” The
right hand of the Fnglishman on the
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rool began to jerk rhythmically.

Naida looked at him and she
moaned a little. She called again to
him in that wonderful volce of hers,
soltly, softiy: :

“Jan—my lord, my life, thls i
death.”

The Engiishman remained slolld,
concentrated, passive. His hand
worked In stacvato jerks; the beam
of light danced and jerked with {t.

“Retire—Bhagwana,” he flashed.
“Retire—Bhagwana."”

Nalda slid across the cushions to
the man’s slde. She leaned her rich
Young body against hls. She wound
her arms about iim—her soft, round,
plant arms. The warmth and BeX
of them struck through his silken
garments; the perfume of her hody
and her vesture was all about him
and stealing on his senses.

“Jan,"” she whispered. “My lord,
Jan, my life. Am 1 not beautiful?
Am I not worth ali thinga? Oh! my
lord, my lord!”

Her breast was against his breast.
Her face was very near his face. Hp
could see the deep and sleepy en-
chantment of her eyes. Her lips wera
red and soft, 80 soft. The backward
inclination of her head showed him
her throat, curving deliclously to
sink aliuringly Into her breast.

“Jan,” she whispered, “Jan, I am
beautiful, beautiful. I am yours. I
am worth all things.”

Her sex and her mystery all but
intoxicated him, but he fought it. He
wronched his gaze away. Hs
looked steadlly down at the fight in
the valley. His hand moved and
moved.

“Retire—Bhagwana—vlllage,” he
flickered. *“Enemy—ambushed”’——

Nalda’s left hand pulled hie face
down to the satin softness of her
shoulders, where tha warm curve of

the throat sinks into it. Her arms
tightened.

“Jan, my lord,” she whisperedl.
“You are bringine death. Is not my
iove better than death? Am I not
hetter than death—richer, loveller?"’
She clung to him tightly.

The man fought her, fought all

that she meant. He pushed her hack,
hig left hand against her breast.
With his right the message flickerad
inexorably. If he stopped that mes-
suge, hung for the barest moment,
Nalda and all Naida's joveliness and
love would win—the British force
would lose. With gritted teeth he
fought down the risinz tumult of his
woman-bewitched senses. FHis mes-
sage went on.

“Gorge — by — Deh--Mazang—a
trap,” his ray spelt out. A trap”——

Nalda's arms were tight about
him. He could not fend her off. He
did not try. He let her cling to him.
It dld not matter; he couid work his
right hand. He could look over her
shoulder at the valley,

Nalda's face came between him
and the valley. She strove to inter-
pose the allure that was in her eves
and his feliow-Englishmen. Hes ghut
his eyes. His message went on me-
chanically.

"Gorge -— by Deh-{-Mazang — a
trap. Afghans''——

“Jan,"” she whispered.
Jan, for all my love stop.
for all of me, stop, stop.”

The Englishman did not open his
eyves., The mechanical flickering of
the right hand went on: “Afghans—
ambushed — In — gorge — Afgharls
ambushed—in""

Naida's strong, ithe arms pressed
him tighter to her. She strained him"
against her yielding hosom. She
pressed and pressed him in/her em-
brace,

“—the gor’’— spelt the message,
and then it stopped.

The signal sergeant in the Lancers
swore and demanded “Rspeat—re-
peat.” Nothing more came from the
house on the hill,
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Upon the roof the man stayed for
many moments locked 'In the
woman's arms. Presently the woman
got to her feet, and the man slid
gontly to the cushion as though tired
out. The woman looked down at
him. Her face was bitter and sad.
A burst of firlng came up from the
vailey, It seemed to recall the
woman to her senses. She passed
her hand over her eyes like one dis-
pelling a bad dream. She looked
down into the valley. She saw that
the fighting In the valley had
shifted away to the village of Bhag-
wana. It meant nothing to her, and
she watched it dispiritedly. Present-
iy a8 she watched a burst of cheer-
Ing arose from the hills over Kabul.
She saw that many of the Goralog
soldlers, those who wore petticoats,
were bursting into a foam over the
hill toward the gorge of the village
of Deh--Mazan. They wera firing as
they went.

Bhe looked quickly toward the
prone man on the roof.

But the prone man did not ft
himself to look. The hard Afghanis-
tan sunlight struck vivid sparkles of
yight out of the jewelled hilt of a
dagger that was buried to the. guard ”
In his back. It had entered at the '
base of the neck—just where Nalda’s
strong right hand had rested when
she had ombmced him

"My lord,
For me,
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